EVENING IN KHAR

T3 ROODING shadows descend on the dapper model

-U   village

Jewelled plumes   of homing pigeons gleam   in the

twilight sky

The young and fair and old are out to see and be seen
A whole phalanx perched on cement-seats at the

cross-roads*

The sea-breezes wake and whistle through the garden

trees
.Scattering the serried leaves  in a shower on the

pathways
Round the bend a young maid powders her face as

she walks
At the end of the street four bluff men push an old,

worn-out Ford.
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